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John Grey 


New Software 

I wish I did not have to write this report 
recommending the new accounting software. 

And, as usual, I rest elbows on desk, 
stare down at the city below. 

My envy begins at such moments 

and doesn't end until the work day is over. 

I have this great view of the city. All that's missing is me. 

There's the plaza, the street vendors, 
the people going back and forth, 
even some young women in short dresses 
handing out gum samples, 
and nearby is a series of benches 
where old folks canoodle and a young man 
struggles to tune his guitar 

while a dapper middle-aged guy feeds bread to pigeons. 

Everyone else seems the perfect fit for the occasion. 

They're enjoying the sun 

as is the summer custom in these parts. 

Only I am busy, oiling the wheels of digital commerce. 

I say we ditch our current platform, 
replace it with a boy and his balloon. 
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Jake Moves Off the Land and Into the Town 


For these houses, just off Main Street, 
the dry merely peels paint. 

It's not like the farmlands, 
the flesh of the prairies 
burned until its ribs show. 

It's the same sun 

but it seems less virulent 

when all a man has to do 

is collect his social security check 

and complain how hot it is. 

He doesn't have to deal with dead cattle, 
just the supermarket prices. 

And his eyes aren't forever looking skyward 
for anything resembling a cloud. 

He sits on a bench outside the hardware store, 
waving a newspaper in front of his face 
for a fan. 

His crop's no longer stunted. 

His heart's not boiling in its own blood. 

He and the land have parted on bad terms. 

But he got the sanity. 

The land could have the rest. 
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Wheat is now geranium along a front border. 

There's a water ban 

but he rations well enough 

to afford a few drops on his garden. 

Flowers repay him with moments 
of bright pink beauty. 

The sky could learn from that. 
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First Date 


We are too full to eat more. 

So I tap the tabletop. 

She runs her fingers through her hair. 

We order another drink. 

But, despite alcohol's encouragement, 
conversation continues to be small. 

Such fumbling for words 

can make any romantic lose faith, 

leave us just sitting there, 

speaking more to walls than each other, 

while two true selves hover over us, 

cursing and shaking their heads. 

It's not as if my wrist's not pulsing. 

It's not as if her eyes aren't wide and blue. 
And I'm in my favorite clothes. 

And she's wearing such a deliberate perfume. 
The waiter takes the plates away. 

Just the plates? Why not the two of us? 

No, he leaves us there to whistle 
over our table-cloth graveyard. 

All dry around the lips 

and shyness clinging like algae. 
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The night ends with coffee, 
her mouth around the rim, 
my fingers gripping the handle. 

I wonder will we see each other again. 
I'm not sure we're seeing each other 
now. 
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What Am I Doing Here? 


None of this was my doing. 

It was designed for me by the sex-life of others. 

I know no other way to explain it. 

Yes, it's helpful if you can accept 

what you've been given 

but you're no different than me — 

you're unhappy with how things have turned out 
even though your fate was settled 
right at the beginning: 

All my life. I've stared in the mirror 
hoping to find a way to look different. 

You confess you are the same. 

I hate it when people keep telling me 
about how we all have to make choices. 

I don't say that to you. 

And you return the favor, 

idly keeping all old adages on mute. 

And yes, we do change over the years. 
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But it's occurred to both of us 
that change too is pre-ordained. 

So here we are together, making the most 


of what we're incapable of doing when going solo. 
As if bad math can compensate for indelible genes. 


John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published 
in That; Dalhousie Review, Thin Air, Synaeresis, and North 
Dakota Quarterly with work upcoming in Qwerty, Chronogram 
and failbetter. 
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Charles Wyatt 


Goatsbeard 

Not Western Salsify 
of the sunflower family, 
looking like 

a snake nest 

in the seedling state, 

or a hungover dandelion. 

This was called a forest sprite 
by Billy, my Zen gardener, 
very much the poet, 

naming a vine 
devil's underpants. 

Growing in my fern bed, 

this one Googles 

next door to a coach bolt. 

The world sometimes 

snags itself. 

My goatsbeard 
might be ghost beard. 
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a white flower 
fogged up I've never 
seen. 


but will watch for 
until August 
when it gives up 

the goat. 

Everything's got 
a wrong name or two. 


Charles Wyatt is the author of two collections of short fiction, a 
novella, and two poetry collections. A third fiction 
collection, Houses, is forthcoming from Hidden River Arts. He 
lives in Nashville, TN where he was principal flutist of the 
Nashville Symphony for 25 years, https://charleswyatt.com 
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Margot DeSalvo 


Love Uses 

Love uses love 
like the ecstasy 
of needles. 

You pretend to be warm milk, 
turning me into a puddle 
before we shift 
beyond meadows 
into blindness. 

Intermingled, 

we echoed 

the unabridged 

versions of our lives, 

believing 

that no one else 

could 

But, love to you 
was a scapegoat— 
an eyelash 

in the crease of a book. 

Lost in the white noise, 

I hung from the clouds 
we wore out. 



Plagued by this montage, 
I wax my heart. 

I now understand, 
an elephant's rumble 
is fleeting. 

Is that your stain 
on my nose 
or mine? 
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The answer is because. 


I carry patterns in lateness 

and pour passion into fragile vessels. 

This place was so different 
when I was trying to interpret you. 

I feel the vibrations of objects. 

I drink my coffee like pie. 

The plastic, silver flower 
hangs face down. 

The cold hands of a winter romance 
replace lost chances. 

Amazing how a snowstorm invokes fiction 

— the essence of hope 

— a delirium 

But I'm trying to figure out my life in numbers. 


Margot DeSalvo is a Professor of English and Writing in New 
York and New Jersey as well as a freelance writing coach for The 
Write Place. 
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Margot DeSalvo —Esopus Post 
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Margot DeSalvO— Speakeasy 
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Christopher Woods— The Red Door 
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Christopher Woods— On Alamo Street 
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Christopher Woods— Rural Reception 
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Christopher Woods— The Moth 
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Christopher Woods is a writer and photographer who lives in 
Chappell Hill, Texas. He has published a novel, The Dream Patch, 
a prose collection, Under a Riverbed Sky, and a book of stage 
monologues for actors, Heart Speak. His photographs can be 
seen in his gallery: https://christopherwoods.zenfolio.com/ His 
photography prompt book for writers, From Vision to Text, is 
forthcoming from Propertius Press. 
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Patricia Walsh 


This Bedroom Is a Nuclear-Free Zone 

Tipped for employment, in a dress in sunlight, 
plagiarised broken bottles to sing into, 
putting away the entertaining products, overdue, 
the threat of rain says hello, to the elect customers, 
once photogenic, now dissed, a watered beat. 

Loss not being our problem, extended moratorium, 
taunting the belittled in all its sarcastic dial, 
scruffy overcoats closing the door on the diarist 
the better to ascertain supremacy, cleaning up nicely, 
not asking why people cry, an evolved curse. 

Brilliantly through madness, godly rain persists, 
paying where preferred, on dint of a citizen's arrests, 
come here to me, we all get depressed, 
slighted understanding, a fear to find force, 
draining away the hardened odour floored nightly. 

Nothing personal, still being a likeable sort, 
a dent in the friendship pervading over purpose, 
obsessed and stalked like a defenceless animal, 
shot at, tasting sweeter for some dancer, 
contract phones in a freedom taking solace. 
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Muses banging on the wall, refreshments served, 
second-guessing better deeds to garner salvation, 
whatever the weather's like, maggot actions, 
editions not being over, loving the surface, 
bring hurt like a contest blowing over, gilded. 


Patricia Walsh was born and raised in the parish of 
Mourneabbey, Cork, Ireland. To date, she has published one 
novel, The Quest for Lost Eire, and has published one collection 
of poetry, Continuity Errors (Lapwing). She has since been 
published in a variety of print and online journals including The 
Lake, Seventh Quarry Press, Marble Journal, New Binary Press, 
Stanzas, Crossways, Ygdrasil, Seventh Quarry, The Fractured 
Nuance, Revival Magazine, Ink Sweat and Tears, Drunk Monkeys, 
Hesterglock Press, Linnet's Wing, Narrator International, The 
Galway Review, Poethead, and The Evening Echo. 
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Jennifer Wenn 


In Memory of Claudius Cossus 

The lines from Tacitus are few, but packed with meaning, 
colourful detail illuminating a portrait of chaos 
bequeathed by Nero's downfall and suicide, 
a time the Roman Imperium tottered and tore itself apart. 

The year of four emperors, Vitellius, number three, 
marching on Rome with his German legions 
to briefly grasp the oak wreath before it slipped away 
and momentarily don the purple before it was violently 
incarmined, found his triumphal progress unrecognized 
and unwanted in the land of the Helvetii. 

Swiftly crushing the Swiss forebears, he descended 
on Aventicum, their surrendering capital, 
executed out of hand the ostensible revolt leader, 
and paused to imbibe the unslaked 
bloodlust of his legionaries braying for rape, 
pillage and slaughter. 

The town's pleading delegation quailed 
under Vitellius' bluster and threats 
when came forward Claudius Cossus, 
nervous but undaunted, 
learning his shield, 
eloquence his blade, 
this time his destiny. 
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Memories of that extraordinary day now reside 

in a few words of an aristocratic Empire annalist, 

sole testimony to the flights of oratorical emotion 

that soared over the sea of swords, spears and bows 

fresh from butchery and quivering for more, 

the language of mercy holding fast 

against the demons of destruction, 

building a bridge of humanity over a chasm of hatred, 

bristling host rendered passionately compassionate, 

in turn binding Vitellius' twitching hand. 

The ruins outside Avenches are peaceful now, 
most from the later, centuries-long 
Pax Romana of prosperity and subjugation, 
some articulate ethereal echoes bouncing 
amongst scattered stones, mute witnesses to the 
magnificent moment when one solitary soul 
stepped up, spoke peace, forestalled an army 
and saved a city. 
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Avian Odes: St. Lucian Parrot 


Island rainforest hike in eighty-eight, 
Marshall leading past scenic views, 
past an Arcadia perverted to charcoal pits, 
and into the salvaged remains, 
greeting orchids and banana pods, 
meeting a local heading for a 
backcountry cockfight, 
cradling his winged warrior, 
wielding his prod stick. Skirting 
Frankincense, orange, tangerine, 
and, deemed worthy, we detour, 
down, across a stream, and up, 
dodging roots and vines, deeper, 
almost to the giant fig, and 
finally below the dead giant 
cradling new life above, to wait. 

And wait. 

And there, in the distance, parents, 
circling, landing, stealing in by indirection, 
warily scanning for predators. 

We watch, silent, till 
a riot of colour swoops in, 
green back and wings, 
dark blue and yellow tail, 
maroon-mottled breast, 
blue face, red neck. 
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defiant survivors in a 
tiny hard-won enclave, 
still insisting on their place. 

Time flowing on, ushered away 
from the little family by 
sensitive mimosa, cocoa pods, 
cinnamon trees, a St. Lucian oriole, 
past grandmother's summer cottage 
and the cockfight in full squawk, 
our spirits still back in the deep forest 
where Marshall's pride and joy 
nurtures and rebuilds. 


Jennifer Wenn is a trans-identified writer and speaker from 
London, Ontario. Her first poetry chapbook, A Song of 
Milestones, has been published by Harmonia Press. She has also 
written From Adversity to Accomplishment, a family and social 
history; and her poetry has appeared in Open Minds Quarterly, 
Tuck Magazine, Synaeresis, Big Pond Rumours, Wordsfestzine, 
and the anthology Things That Matter. She is also the proud 
parent of two adult children. 
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Bruce McRae 


In Retrograde 

In the house of the blind astronomer. 

Among a scrabble of charts and graphs. 

In retrograde, the cosmos unperturbed. 

We hear the extraordinary plainly spoken. 

We taste evanescent radiation. 

We see the unseen things, which are 
by definition unattainable. 

You're in his workshop, biding an old cosmology. 
In one drawer are giant blue suns. 

On a shelf, the hallmarks of anti-gravity. 

And everywhere is the scribble of his guesswork. 

The home of the weepy-eyed somnambulist. 
There's no telescope or light detected, 
just the scent of interstellar cold. 

A hint of universal code. 

A soupcon of the electro-chemical. 

Visitor, it's always night in his observatory. 

It's always night in the eyeless dark, 
when brilliance ranks among the stars. 

You can't see for looking. 
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Bruce McRae, a Canadian musician currently residing on Salt 
Spring Island BC, is a multiple Pushcart nominee with over 1,500 
poems published internationally in magazines such as Poetry, 
Rattle, and the North American Review. His books are The So- 
Called Sonnets (Silenced Press), An Unbecoming Fit of Frenzy 
(Cawing Crow Press), Like As If { Pski's Porch), and Fiearsay (The 
Poet's Haven). 
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Aaron Buchanan 


Sunday Dirt 

Wax John spent most days outside, even on Sundays. His 
mama got to being so busy watching the weeks' soaps — 
taped on a well-worn Memorex VHS tape—she plum forgot 
to look around. Wax John hated her stories, but whenever 
he caught a glimpse of someone on the TV, the actors' 
faces bubbled, bent and refracted like a rainbow. 

Between her stories and Mama fixing a roast for 
Sunday dinner. Wax John knew he'd get out the house 
easy. Most of the time, he'd change clothes after church 
services, but there he was, church duds on, collared shirt 
damp with sweat, tails untucked, and belt unfastened so 
his pants jangled loosely with the quarters and dime in his 
quarters; his drawers drooped around his bottom. 

It was hot in the sun, so Wax John parlayed his sack 
of Fort Wilbur into the woods next to his house —he even 
built a lean-to with some rotting tree trunks and sticks to 
take the place of the rusty shed behind his house. 

When Wax John rolled on back inside, his gray 
pants were a crime scene of a kid blaspheming the Lord's 
day; grass skids, dirt and leaves from rolling around on the 
ground like his Aunt Gertie's bloodhound. His white shirt 
with thick, blue barber-shop-quartet stripes was filthy to 
the point of crusty—owing to how sweaty he'd gotten 
before transplanting Fort Wilbur. On his left arm, there was 
dotted-line of a scrape careening from the middle of his 
forearm to the crook of his elbow. It had bled into where 
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he'd rolled up his sleeves. 

Mama and his sister, Leah, were jawing about 
something and tightened their lips so hard. Wax John 
thought Leah's mouth looked like one of those doctor's 
flatlines on the television. He gently nudged open the door 
of the back porch and let in a lazy Midwestern attempt at a 
sirocco wind and slipped inside. Wax John undid the 
buttons of his striped shirt, wrapped it around his head and 
imagined himself atop a double-humped camel, mushing 
through the desert on a secret mission to steal treasure 
from some wayward nomad bandits. He'd fetch back the 
treasure, rescue a captive damsel—he only just then added 
that detail—and head on back to the skyscraper in 
downtown Chicago to hand over both the jewels and the 
damsel to the tycoon—he loved ladies with freckles and 
this damsel had her whole face covered in them. 

With one foot on the first step headed up to his 
bedroom. Wax John could hear the hush-stutter-hushes of 
their conversation having resumed. He heard Leah say 
Uncle Steve this and Uncle Steve that. Mama said 
something about how he's gone on now and gone home to 
be with the Lord. That was the last thing he heard as he got 
past the mid-step. 

Wax John stripped down to his skivvies and stuffed 
his ruined dress shirt between his mattress and his box 
spring and handed over the treasure near-naked and with- 
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out shame. He lay on his bed and sucked on a brown 
knock-off Crayola marker that stood in for a stogie and 
wondered how he might do a load of laundry so he could 
wear his striped shirt to the funeral. 


Aaron Buchanan is a writer, but lets teaching philosophy and 
Latin pay his bills. He lives in the Tampa Bay area, though he is a 
Michigan native—a land he considers mystical, incongruous and 
features prominently in his work. He collects photos of restroom 
graffiti, has watched the movie Labyrinth more than you, and 
has a life-long ambition to make slug bug competitions an 
Olympic sport. His writing was most recently featured in The 
Main Street Rag, Sanskrit Literary-Arts Magazine, and 
Wraparound South. 


30 



Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 



31 






Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 
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Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 
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Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 



34 
























Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 
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Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 
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Andrew Lawton— Garden Hospital 
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Andrew Lawton is a broadcaster, columnist and political 
commentator. In his considerably limited free time, Andrew 
photographs abandoned and shuttered buildings, documenting 
the history, decay, and even emotions associated with structures 
that have been all but forgotten. He lives with his wife in 
London, Ontario. 
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Carrie Lee Connel 


Inheritance 

A pyre is lit with the ember of a dying fire - 
a bleak mid-winter cliche. 

If Emily Dickinson met Christina Rossetti - 

both born December 1830 - 

in the night sky roiling with aurora borealis, 

would their souls, dove and crow, 

meld into the half-mourning grey of the coming dawn, 

or repel, an explosion of silver-thread embroidery 

across a crisp taffeta sky? 

I imagine a whirlwind of wingbeats 
as they circle, soaring over the Atlantic: 
a cyclone of white and black feathers 
capturing bands of streaming colour 
pressed in a cursed opal - 
green and pink and turquoise - 
set in a jet-black adornment 
on a spell-bound chain 
entwined round my throat. 


39 



Rosetti Suite 


Proserpine (1874) by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
Artist's Model: Jane Burden Morris 

a conversation I wish we never had 

was one without words 

only of eyes and lips and scent of roses 

which left me stunned 

by Beauty 

a burden carried on a back bent to 

grinding pigments 

one foot on the climb to heights 

but one still grounding an electrical charge 

a soul split in half 

traversing the edge betwixt ecstasy and travesty 

married under a trellis to bumbling Bottom 

you took me Underground to visit Hades 

lips stained with pomegranate juice 

brushstrokes dressed you in midnight blue 

imagination watched the ivy slink about collarbone 

an embrace across shoulders 

a choker from the pawnshop on the corner 

the only prop an incense brazier 

fumes enough to choke Pythia 

who could never tell our future 
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Beata Beatrix (1870) by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
Artist's Model: Elizabeth Eleanor Siddal 

as beautiful as imagination 

the artist set the wrong scene 

you stepped out of Tennyson's Idylls 

not Divine purgation 

you acted Guinevere instead of Beatrice 

traded Dante, not for Lancelot 

but for red-haired Algernon 

always one to make you smile 

day to the night of our lives 

the wife's tragedy is ever Time 

if only it did not march on in darkness 

a dove trapped by halos 

the poppy in its beak 

to symbolize sleep 

and a dream of Xanadu 

not of Camelot 

interrupted 

by knocking 

on a door I cannot go through 
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La Ghirlandata (1873) by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
Artist's Model: Alexa Wilding 

left stranded on the morrow 

my only company a vase of snake heads 

I abandoned the visage in turn 

once found again 

I cast you in the role of lover 

but not for me 

each brushstroke presents a lie 
I wrapped you in a garland 
with which you crowned the harp 
one of roses and honeysuckle 
symbols of love mistaken 
by others who view this pretty face 
an ideal, a zenith 

a perspective trapped in a wooden frame 
twin angels float above your head 
with auburn hair to match your own 
you would be more interesting 
if you plucked the strings 
beneath your hand 


42 



Helen of Troy (1863) by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
Artist's Model: Annie Miller 

Hunt-ed for amongst the admirers 
in the pleasure garden 
then abandoned for his battle 
with self in the Holy Land 
I whisked you away to my world 
as a paragon of Beauty 
not needing to advance further 
flowers would wither in your presence 
I captured your far-away look 
dreaming and scheming 
as your finger draws attention 
to the talisman of flame 
about your neck 

reflecting rippling hair and full red lips 
a destroyer of men in turn destroyed 
set within a dreamscape 
of ethereal burning 
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The Blue Bower (1865) by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
Artist's Model: Fanny Cornforth 

fancying yourself a Tudor queen 
draped in sumptuous fabrics and furs 
you were instead an ornament 
in the sultan's harem 
shining bright as the jewels 
adorning your hair 
once as exotic as the fired tiles 
painted behind your head 
added to a displayed collection 
in blue and white cherry blossoms 
others never witnessed 
the fragility of your passion 
here your cornflowers lied to you 
about prosperity, instead 
encompassing a friendship 
lasting through turmoil 
and the bleak landscape 
of another woman's life 
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Carrie Lee Connel lives in Stratford, Ontario, with her husband 
and two cats. She has a Masters of Library and Information 
Science and a BA in English Language and Literature from 
Western University. Her writing has been published in 
Synaeresis, The Toronto Quarterly, Fterota Logia 1, Tales From 
the Realm Volume One (Aphotic Realm), Smitten, NOPE Florror 
Quarterly (TL;DR Press), Piping at the End of Days (Valley Press), 
and Moonshine: A Canadian Poetry Collection (Craigleigh Press). 
She's the author of two published books of poetry from 
Harmonia Press. 
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Francine D'Alessandro 


Sunday With Jack 

Give me a cigarette. Jack. 

I'll tell you a story. 

Fallen angels populate the sewers of Paris 
so weighted with miasmic lethargy 
Jacob's Ladder subsides into the ephemera 
of their carelessness. Even city lights are captive. 

Restive crowds toss coins as gigolos dance saints 
down Mulberry Street and sloe-eyed virgins 
lean awkward in the ersatz paradise 
of dusty Second Avenue rubber trees. 

Sideshow snakes articulate ancient maps 

and the man swears— Swears! 

they formed into the streets of Jerusalem and died. 

Just like that. So help me God. HALLELUIAH! 

And we're glad to have paid the twenty-five cents 
to hear a man testify so certain of his truth. 

Your knitted brows form 

one great woolly-worm of consternation. 
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You toss that cosmic coin over and over: 

Is this ART? 

Is this LIFE? 

It's all enlightenment and flim-flam. The fix is in. Jack. 
The answer is always yes. 
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Crossing the Reservoir 


First, the wobble and push 
from the mucky edge 
to skim the icy still water. 

Adrift, ad ream, we pass above 

ranks of leafless trees 

long since dammed, abandoned. 

Bone-bare limbs point silently, 
witness from dizzying depths 
our unsteady progress. 

At the far shore, radiant 
maples wave maniacally. 

I make for the brambled path, 

leave you to find your own 
way and will not be coaxed 
back to those outstretched arms. 
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Francine Mazzeo D'Alessandro was born in Brooklyn, New York, 
to which she has returned after living in Worcester, 
Massachusetts, for many years. A past-president of the 
Worcester County Poetry Association, her work has appeared in 
The Worcester Review, Poets in the Galleries, Celebration of 
Worcester Poets, The Longfellow Journal and other publications, 
including the late, great journals Sahara and Diner. She is 
currently at work on three memoir collections of poetry: 
Neverland, The Marty Chronicle and Greetings from Bryce 
Canyon. 
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Carrie Lee Connel —Celtic Cross 
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Carrie Lee Connel —Opening the Door 
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Andreas Gripp —Dress it up with class 
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Andreas Gripp —Longfellow Serenade 
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Andreas Gripp 


New World Order 

I thought I saw it, while in the woods 
of Washington state, 
not a Walmart gorilla suit 
but the behemoth of 
imprinted steps; 

and in that lightning moment, 
the Mason's Earth grew flat, 
like dough smoothed out by a pizza pin 
before flipped in wobbly air; 
spread out as a clumsy coyote hit 
by steamrollers in their stride; 

and / told you so 

conspiracists 

dug Aron from his grave, 

propped him up 

like Sunday's Bernie, 

meandered 
to the chasm 
which now bordered 
airless space- 
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the emmental face of the moon 
unmarred by human feet, 

9/11 chemtrails spelling 
McCartney died 
November 9, 

during the devil's '66, 

the inverted mark 
of Anton's beast 
making lies of our 
summer of love, 

when hippies of San Fran 
'67 looked up at Aquarian 
skies, sang the world grows warmer 
by the minute. 


Andreas Gripp lives in Stratford, Ontario, with his wife and two 
cats. He's the author of 25 books of poetry, including Selected 
Poems 2000-2020, which is forthcoming from Harmonia Press. 
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Grove Koger 


Out Here the Distances 

In nineteen and twelve the 
nearest neighbor was 
an hour's ride away. If you 
was so sick you needed a doctor 
fast, you was a dead man, and 
decent firewood meant 
three days in the hills with 
a wagon and team. They 
was so many trees. Uncle Bob 
would tell me years later, and 
as I looked up he spread 
his hands from horizon to 
horizon. 

But 

I burn every 

photograph I can lay my hands 
on. I don't want to be 
reminded of Uncle Bob and those 
boys of his, or that team he kept, 
or that puppy of his I beat 
because I dreamed it bit 
me. 
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Out here 


the distances never change. There 
are new neighbors now, and 
closer, but they keep to 
themselves. These days 
I have firewood delivered, and 
I swear to God it burns just as 
brightly. 


Grove Koger is the author of When the Going Was Good: A 
Guide to the 99 Best Narratives of Travel, Exploration, and 
Adventure (Scarecrow Press) and is the Assistant Editor of Deus 
Loci: The Lawrence Durrell Journal. He has published fiction 
in Cirque, Danse Macabre, The Bosphorus Review of Books, 
Prometheus Dreaming, and La Piccioletta Barca, and blogs at 
worldenoughblog.wordpress 
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Kushal Poddar 


Somewhere in the Land 
of Those Who Are Not Missing 

Nival wind-chimes populate 

the wafting; perhaps they don't 

but you have been asking 

about your daughter's whereabouts again 

near the old school where we chance-meet, 
and can I keep mumbling things 
you lock in a grey cell to cast deep 
into your own Lethean stream? 

A school bus careens by. Old school 
looks like a tree, and winter visits it 
every gloaming. 

Wind-chimes. 

Can you hear those in the blue? 

Perhaps you cannot because you have quarries 
and I have nothing. 
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Bullet Plays Thanks for the Dance 


A bullet engrafted in this neverwhere self 
witnesses the being and flesh 
rebuild the assault scene wound by wound, 
and the process self-winds. 

I still stand by as a bystander caught in the melee, 

dream of a school abandoned 

where I teach the blackboard students' viewpoint. 

Strange notes fly in the spot of crime. 

One has Revolution scrivened on it, 
and another: Revolve your seat around. 

I wind all these in. The bullet plays 
the role of a gramophone pin. 

A sepia song seeks the bottom notes. Again. Again. 


Kushal Poddar lives in Kolkata, India, and is the author of The 
Circus Came To My Island (Spare Change Press), A Place For Your 
Ghost Animals (Ripple Effect), Understanding The Neighborhood 
(BRP, Australia), Scratches Within (Barbara Maat, Florida), 
Kleptomaniac's Book of Unoriginal Poems (BRP, Australia), 
Eternity Restoration Project: Selected and New Poems (Hawakal, 
India) and most recently, Herding My Thoughts To The 
Slaughterhouse: A Preguel (Alien Buddha Press). 
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Laurinda Lind 


Blind Spot 

All summer I stand out front 
of our house in my socks 
on our cement walk at two 
or three a.m. staring to the sky 
at what isn't there. Two 
kinds of meteor showers and one 
supermoon, all absent. The cosmos 
shuns our clutch of fourteen 
intersections as not worth 
the shine, which goes for northern 
lights as well, always hallucinating 
someone else's horizon though 
we're damn near in Canada, 
closer if you skip Customs. 

My supermoon was conceptual 
only, a couple of extra watts 
high up instead of the giant 
gong that grew over the edge 
of the earth in photos around 
the world online. If you have 
to hide from satellite surveillance, 
come to us. From the sky, we don't 
exist, lapse in the land, byway 
beyond regard. Run here if you're 
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ripe to get away with it. Say 
hello and goodbye to heaven, one 
last shout-out as you settle in, 
while they zip us shut for good. 


Laurinda Lind teaches at Jefferson Community College (State 
University of New York). Lind's work has appeared in magazines 
such as Blue Earth Review, Radius, Soliloquies, Spillway, and 
Subterranean Blue, as well as the anthologies Visiting Bob: 
Poems Inspired by the Life and Work of Bob Dylan (New Rivers 
Press) and AFTERMATH: Explorations of Loss and Grief (Radix 
Media). 
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Edward Lee— Dipping 
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Edward Lee— Endless 
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Edward Lee— Locks 
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Edward Lee's poetry, short stories, non-fiction and photography 
have been published in magazines in Ireland, England and 
America, including The Stinging Fly, Skylight 47, Acumen, and 
Smiths Knoll. He is currently working on two photography 
collections: Lying Down With The Dead and There Is A Beauty In 
Broken Things. He also makes musical noise under the names 
Ayahuasca Collective, Orson Carroll and Lego Figures Fighting. 
He lives in Ireland and his blog/website can be found 
at https://edwardmlee.wordpress.com 
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Thomas McDade 


The Rocket and the MP3 

When I was a kid, I bought a mail order radio shaped like a 
rocket ship 4 or 5 inches tall, attach the alligator clip to 
metal, install earbud and you were in business. It was red 
and white. Moving the antenna that lived in the rocket 
nose up or down controlled the tuning. Best reception was 
a high-tension tower. I'd sit on one of its four mounds of 
cement, and listen to any damned thing just for the joy of 
something bought off a comic book ad actually working. Let 
me back off from that a bit. If the Red Sox were playing a 
day game. I'd hope to hear the tail end on the way home 
from school. I'd hunt for songs that would capture two girls 
in my class I liked a lot, a Judy and a Jane, "Put Your Head 
on my Shoulder," "Dream Lover." What if the voltage 
transmitting in the wires above, would plug me into their 
dreams? Sometimes I'd just stare up at the column's lattice 
frame and imagine climbing but the constant sci-fi like 
buzzing kept my ascent in the planning stage. I knew a kid 
named Charlie who got a lot of publicity after conquering a 
tall factory smokestack. I couldn't see myself that brave. In 
his fifties, he put a shotgun in his mouth after learning he 
had throat cancer. Not a lot of citywide notoriety about 
that, "died suddenly" in the obit. 

It's close to dawn and I'm on my five-mile fitness stroll. I 
remember my grandmother telling me that the stomachs 
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of children that drink coffee turn into rubber. Lodged in 
the pit under my tongue are all the instant coffee granules 
it will hold. She's no doubt percolating in her grave on that 
twist. The 4 Non Blondes finish "What's Up" on my MP3 
Player. That tune revs and amps me up every-which-way. 
And so I wake in the morning 
And I step outside 

And I take a deep breath and I get real high 
And I scream from the top of my lungs 
What’s going on? 

Slowing to a piddling pace, I snap out of these sixty years 
and more old reveries as I'm approaching a barricade of 
intimidating fences touted as electrified, and there are 
some very formidable gates armed with stakes that strike 
me as deadly snakes duped into standing at attention 
forever. If an alien vehicle tricked the I.D. reader, claws 
always at the ready would disembowel it. I suspect they'd 
rise higher and higher, snag a buzzing jet fighter. This 
building is a secret government something or such so I hear 
that no one can I.D. for certain as it's slipped by maps, 
paper as well as digital. The cars in the lit-brighter-than-hell 
parking lot appear ordinary but the glove compartments 
probably house lethal pills to swill down with what's left of 
the morning Starbucks when capture is imminent. An 
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escape superior to Charlie's I reason. What if the alligator 
clip on my childhood radio bit a chain link? Would info 
reserved for those with top-secret clearances invade my 
head? Would that rocket radio explode, kill or injure me or 
merely launch? 

I switch modes, to an old time radio show I've downloaded. 
Dangerous Assignment or Third Man for example. I pick up 
the pace; take quick glances left, right and at the sky. I've 
never seen helicopters or drones hover but wouldn't be 
surprised, enemy commandos, staccato gunfire, chaos, and 
mayhem. I can see the lights atop a water tower. It looks 
like an alien spacecraft. Backtracking I can see a kid named 
Mike who fell off one near railroad tracks. It was an easy 
climb but he was just five or six. A water tower photo made 
the newspaper but not Mike's face. After a long coma, he 
was as good as new. I never tested that structure for 
quality of listening. 

Suddenly I recall a radio station tower visible from the 
window of my grandmother's kitchen and more: a kid could 
beat the rubber gut fate by draining dregs from coffee cups 
and spills from saucers to add to a glass of milk, add some 
sugar. My uncle who lived downstairs and dabbled in 
electronics in the cellar told me he made a crystal radio set 
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when he was a kid that picked up a country music station in 
Wheeling, West Virginia. 

My mind floods with notions of goings on behind those 
mysterious walls: a spy's fingernails gone or he or she 
espresso awake for a week finally spilling the pintos. The 
light on a cellphone spire in sight is as red as blood 
sparkling on a torture room floor. Oh, the alligator clip 
possibilities, privy to millions of private conversations. It 
has struck me that enjoying vintage radio on this 
newfangled device is more than somewhat odd as my 
rocket radio was back then. More peculiar are images of 
me gracing the screens of Uncle Sam's state-of-the-art 
surveillance gizmos. How wonderfully suspicious in my 
black hoodie, hand in its pouch, gripping my roughly one X 
two inch chunk of morning strolling thrills and melodies like 
a detonator as I'm imagining a blast an old-time sound man 
daily and nightly dreamt of mimicking. Back in the music 
folder. Miles is blowing "Kind of Blue." The uniforms Judy 
and Jane wore at St. Teresa's were green but I'm feeling 
just fine. Don't want to hear anyone knock Maxwell House 
Instant. 
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The Textile Mill is a Holy Place 


If you want a peaceful midnight riverbank walk, don't 
wander too near the textile mill. It does not believe in 
sleep. The machines argue relentlessly, usurping the 
statements of the night. They might remind one of an 
ocean roaring. 

Sweeps slouches in a corner, lights a cigarette and 
his broom upside down shadows the wall like a Roman 
Empire T crucifix. Through the large door in the knitting 
room, women tend the spidery machines as if they were 
hanging clothes on a sunny afternoon. The Good Book is 
open on the worktable. Maybe they're untangling a child's 
kite caught in a tree. The grey widows spin colorful cottons 
to brighten the deafening hours: preppy fabrics to accent 
the tans of some college girls. Lord let me save enough to 
send my niece to summer camp. Lord, help my son pass his 
SATs. 

Sweeps lights anther cigarette. Jesus, you died for 
our dust, now rest your head against the soft brush. 
Sweeps will find another to push like Purgatory. 
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Thomas M. McDade is a resident of Fredericksburg, Virginia. He 
is a graduate of Fairfield University (Fairfield, Connecticut). 
McDade is twice a U.S. Navy Veteran serving ashore at the Fleet 
Anti-Air Warfare Training Center, Virginia Beach, Virginia and at 
sea aboard the USS Mullinnix (DD-944) and USS Miller (DE/ 
FF 1091). His fiction has most recently appeared in Between 
These Shores Arts & Literary Annual, while three chapbooks of 
his work have been published: E Pluribus Aluminum (Liquid 
Paper Press), Our Wounds (Pitchfork Press), and Thrill and Swill 
(Kendra Steiner Editions). 
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Thomas Valianatos —Trumptard 
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Thomas Valianatos— Trumptard 
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Thomas Valianatos —Trumptard 
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Thomas Valianatos was born in Athens, Greece and attended 
Athens School of Fine Arts, receiving a B.A. in Painting in 2003 
and a M.A. in Digital Arts in 2006. The body of his work ranges 
from 2d & 3d animation works and comic book art works to 
electronic music composition and live audiovisual performances 
(1998-2019). Since 2010, he has been teaching as a lecturer at 
the Ionian University in the Department of Audio Visual Arts, 
both to undergraduate and postgraduate students, academic art, 
2d/3d animation, digital illustration, non-linear narratives and 
live visuals. Since 2000, his artworks, in the form of original 
comic book art, prints, live electronic music, videos and live 
audio visual performances have been exhibited both nationally 
and internationally at various international festivals and art 
exhibitions and with various publishers and advertising films in 
Cinema & TV, including the 10th European and Mediterranean 
Young Artists Biennale, National Museum of Contemporary Art 
(Athens, EMST), Michael Cacoyannis Foundation (MCF), 
ARTATHINA, Cambridge Science Festival, Splice Festival, LPM 
Live Performers Meeting, Synch Festival, China VISAP, Athens 
Science Festival, Athens International Comics Festival, Mylos 
Thessaloniki, Rodon Live Club, MEGA TV, and MAD TV. 
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Jacob Butlett 


Apostrophe to G 

Greetings, G. You're worth more 
than a thousand bucks to me, fragrant 
in my ears like a gong, a gong whose 
ironclad call glistens in my green eyes. 

In the orchard of my mouth, you don't 
clutch my teeth like a grapevine. 

Along the shore of my mouth, you don't 
gnaw my lips like a groundhog. 

You loom in gloom, race in grace, 
litter in glitter, rave in grave. To gut 
you would kill the pug in pugnacious, 
kill the gang in gangplank. I don't want 

to clip you away like a fingernail, fingertip, 
to sever the finger in fingerling, fingering. 
They gratify me, your double bills—a gruff 
echo in smuggle, snuggle, boggle, toggle — 

a triple threat in gagger, giggle, gaggle. 
When you want to hide, you pretend 
you're a ghost, clinging to your handsome 
husband H on my rough, tough tongue. 
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You were born in the 3rd century B.C., 
thanks to Spurius Carvilius Ruga. Although 
you replaced Z in Greece, nothing you 
say can replace my gratitude for you. 

At my funeral, you'll glide overhead 
like a goose, your fanfare an endless 
swan song in the geraniums above me. 
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Battlefield 


"We encourage you to submit work to our journal in the 
future."-note from an editor 

The black flags of her words whisper in her voice as I read 
her author's bio: born in Miami, earned an MFA in Creative 
Writing, received a Pushcart Prize nomination for her 
creative nonfiction, wrote four poetry chapbooks, three 
horror novels, two New York Times articles, one off- 
Broadway play—all in fifteen years, if you count the time 
she was a student at the Iowa Writers' Workshop, during 
which she managed to get published seven poems, five 
short stories, three novellas. / The words pierce my brain 
like bayonets, forcing me to wonder how she, a twenty- 
five-year-old, could have so many accomplishments while I, 
a twenty-three-year-old, have achieved little, the words in 
my bio like the remaining leaves on a maple tree: born in 
Boise, earned a GED, got third place in a regional writing 
competition, wrote only two published works—prose 
poems with ampersands & slashes. / I glance at her bio 
with hesitation, as though blinded by the explosion of her 
achievements—each syllable, each punctuation mark in her 
bio a glaring bullet in the red autumn dusk. / Then I notice 
them piled on the page, hidden in the white trenches 
between her words: corpses of rejection letters, like 
soldiers soaked in pallid ink, mangled from helmet to 
boots, from address to signature. So many battles lost, so 
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many battles forgotten, like gunfire smoke, like missing 
limbs, like human lives. / How can I succeed if parts of 
me—the wandering cadets & the stomping admirals of my 
verse—will be torn down again, again, again? / I look at her 
bio again, this time at the accompanying picture—a woman 
on a sunny pier—& notice the invisible stab wounds across 
her cheeks, the bullet holes in her eyes. How is she still 
alive? How many battles can she win next? How many can 
she afford to lose before she gives up forever? / Do I have 
skin tough enough to survive the shrapnel of rejection? 
Some of my submissions will fall, some will rise —beaten 
but not defeated. So how will I look when the war 
resumes? How deep will the stab wounds go? How deep 
the bullet holes? 
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Middle School Romance 


When I walked to the front of the class to give my project 
on God-knows-what, I couldn't stop looking at the slender 
lectern. I was twelve, enamored by anything I could 
squeeze, like lawn chairs and tall dollhouses. But in this 
moment, I adored this lectern most of all, its metallic base 
a hubcap that had flung itself from a passing truck, 
fluttered through the open window, and landed love-struck 
at the shrine of my holey sneakers. I lowered the stem by 
turning the knob on the side—the knob smooth as skin, the 
stem round as a copper braid trailing its phosphorescent 
luminescence close to the moaning hardwood floor. Cold 
as fresh strawberries, its stem fitted snuggly in my hands as 
I carried the lectern a few feet toward the blackboard—an 
excuse to grasp it, now slick as my palms—and as I turned 
to the class, I relaxed, breathing slowly, their yawning faces 
stuck to the wall clock like wet tissues. I set my notecards 
on the top of the lectern, my fingers soon sprawling on the 
edge of the slanted stand like roots crawling through moist 
mud. While I read my notecards, the top became a spin 
wheel where I fondled the sweaty woody varnish with 
impunity, as though I could mold a beaming face and naked 
abdomen onto its surface. I leaned forward and rested my 
elbows on the lectern, wondering how much weight I could 
add to it before it would grab me like a million satin hands 
and force me onto the floor, where I pictured myself 
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wrapping my feet around it, as though it were playing hard- 
to-get, and holding it close to my chest—a girl in my arms, 
a flaccid doll panting noiselessly against the veins in my 
neck, the acne on my chin. But when I finished speaking, 
the lunch bell bellowed and the class rose to leave. 
Gathering my cards, I glanced at the lectern once more and 
prayed that my passion would last. I returned to my desk 
and picked up my lunchbox—the desk legs curvy like 
smiles, the lunchbox big as pink puckered lips. 
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What She Left 


She emerges from a river in a two-piece 
swimsuit, studded with slivers of sun. 

Her teenage body commands the shore, 
her wavy hair hovering above her shoulders 
as though to flee the photograph 
like smoke in a burning house. 

Her smile used to sing in the hearts of all 
the boys in town, the hymn of her lips 
glistening in her Sunday pew. In church, 
she looks into the camera with a half-smile, 
shy, wayward, like a runaway peering 
into your soul, as though to find 
a home in the lights behind your eyes. 

Later, she loses her smile forever. 

In the final photograph, see how she 
sprawls beside daffodils, how she 
looks blankly at the gray sky, the camera 
light like bleach in the edges of her eyes, 
in the tips of her wind-whipped hair. 

Her father kneels next to her, his callused 
hands looming by her bare back like brands. 
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She never told me what he'd done, 
not even as she lay dying in hospice 
many years later. 

This is all I have of hers, this slim photo 
album. I look across my lawn as though 
I might see her music in the trees, 
her smile in the sky. I hold the album 
against my chest like a child, hoping 
to fall into the final photograph 
so that I may touch her unseen weeping. 
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October Incantation 


O wind swing between bare branches, 
rake red leaves beyond gray hay bales, 
blanket silent lakes and cadaverous 
soil with glassy pillows of frost. 

Bombard us with pumpkin patches, 
kicked-in orange heads of rot, seedy 
guts bleeding and freezing in the breeze 
you bring to kiss our children's cheeks. 

Blow wilting gardenia blossoms to our 
front porches, dance with the green wreaths 
on our front doors, billow tutus 
of zombie ballerinas passing through. 

Cast dark nets of clouds to keep fleeting 
tawny leaves. Tell us you love us enough 
not to die. At least, convince me you want 
me, though I know you don't. 

Cling to the beaks of crows crying on utility 
poles. Break the surface of the first undertow 
of falling snow, the unspoken spaces 
in the sky. Listen to our jack-o-lanterns. 
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the flickers of music in their hollow, hallowed 
heads. Blow out their lights until the last 
second, until you can no longer stand it. 

No one deserves you. 


Jacob Butlett lives in Dubuque, Iowa, and is a Pushcart Prize 
nominee with a B.A. in Creative Writing. Some of his work has 
been published in The MacGuffin, Panoply, Rat's Ass Review, 
COUNTERCLOCK, Cacti Fur, Rabid Oak, Ghost City Review, Lunch 
Ticket, Anti-Heroin Chic, Into the Void, and plain china. 
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Selected Poems 

2000 - 2020 

Andreas Gripp 


Coming this Spring from Harmonia Press. An all-new, 
updated edition of Selected Poems by Andreas Gripp. 
https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/harmoniapress 
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New poetry by Jennifer Wenn! A Song of Milestones is the 
author's poignant gender journey. Available from Harmonia. 
https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/harmoniapress 
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Another 


London 


poems from a city still searching for itself 


edited by Andreas Gripp & Carrie Lee Connel 


Starring 26 London Poets. Available from Harmonia Press. 
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Synaeresis current & back issues can be easily read and 
downloaded at the new Synaeresis: arts + poetry website: 


https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/synaeresis 
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